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In the Cellar. 


Author's Notes: 
Fuck. Might as well post ALL of them! 


So, long story short, this drummer might possibly be just a bit buzzed already. Was this really even a 
Valentine's Day party anymore? At this point it seemed like everyone was either drunk or high and kissing 
anyone they could get their hands on. Not that many of them were complaining either way. 


So when the beer upstairs wasn't cutting it for Bonzo, he took it upon himself to find something better, and 


soon found himself in the liquor cellar. Now, finding Bonzo down there was expected anyhow, but he was too 


busy looking for the good scotch to really care that he was falling right into his own stereotype. 


Simon was really the only one catering to the party. He /was/ the host after all. Walking through the house, 


without finding any leftover alcohol, the blonde drummer cursed under his breath, fixing the collar if his 
button-down shirt. The only place that had the rest of the liquor was in the cellar. Simon made his way 
downstairs, shoes clacking softly with each step. As far as the drummer knew, everyone was upstairs. Noticing 
the door slightly ajar, Simon stepped quietly and carefully to the doorway, peeking inside. "Bonzo!" He started, 
hissing slightly. "What th’ ‘ell are ya’ doin'?" 


"M lookin’ fer th' good scotch," He answered in a slurred voice, barely even phased by the other's sudden 
appearance. He looked over his shoulder, and a small grin passed over his lips. He put a hand on his stomach as 
if for emphasis. "Can't keep livin’ off a'beer, mate." He let his hand drop again and he leaned against the wall, 


eyeing Simon curiously. "Ya know, ya really should lock up yer cellar if ya don't want me down here." 


He watched him for a long while, before grinning at him. Of course Bonzo was down here.. what could he 
expect? Stepping into the cellar, Simon walked to the older male, snickering softly. "It's right here." He mumbled, 
reaching to an upper shelf, just barely reaching it. "Here.." Simon said, grabbing the bottle, then turned to 
Bonzo. No doubt he had given him the best scotch he had; the kind even he never touched. 


His gaze flickered from Simon's face to the bottle in his hand, and back up to Simon. A grin spread across his 
lips, almost mischievously but not quite as he screwed the cap off the bottle. "Share it with me." After all, it 
was no fun to drink by himself, and he'd much rather it be Simon there than some stranger that didn't know 


how to have a bit of fun. 


Even though he had planned not to get drunk, it looked like that was gonna go to shit. To be fair, he wasn't 
gonna let Bonzo drink it by himself. Whether that was his slight agitation in not drinking it as well, or the fact 
that he enjoyed the others company was still in question. "Not gonna let ya drink it on yer own, mate!" Simon 


replied, patting his shoulder, stepping up beside him. 


‘Oh, yer too good t me," He said in a rather feminine way, before laughing and leaning back against the wall 
"Besides, drinkin’ by m'self isn't very fun at all" He tilted his head back at that and drank from the bottle, 
handing it off to Simon as he wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. Truth be told, the blond really was a 
good friend to him. He didn't get too many of those nowadays, despite the fact that he was able to make fast 


friends with most everyone - but even then, many just stayed acquaintances. 


"That's what a do!" He replied, eyes drifting over to Bonzo, then chuckled. "Practically been savin' that scotch 
for ya." He added, following the others movement, leaning against the wall. Listening to the other drummer 
speak, he nodded in agreement. It was never /truly/ fun drinking alone. Many people tended to make it up by 
saying they liked to do it alone, but it was bullshit. Snapping his attention back, he stared at Bonzo, then 
accepted the bottle, taking a long sip. It burned on its way down, but he loved it. After pausing for a moment, 
he passed it back to the other drummer with a smirk. 


He snickered in amusement as the way it burned down his own throat. Why? The world may never know. He 
just seemed to think everything was bloody hilarious when he was shitfaced, and he wasn't even quite there 
yet. "You've been savin’ such good conversation juice jus’ fer lil ol me?" He asked jokingly, turning to face him 
so his shoulder was against the wall and his hand in his pocket, his other hand bringing the bottle up to his lips 


once again as he eyed the other drummer in a curious fashion 


Glancing at Bonzo, he burst out laughing, covering his mouth embarrassedly. Normally, Simon wasn't this open 
to showing this side of himself.. at least apart from the band of course. Turning his head to look at him, Simon 
raised his eyebrows slightly, then smirked at the older drummer. "Don' get /too/ excited there." Simon 
responded with a wink, then laughed. Well, the other male was partly right. He /had/ sort of hid the scotch 


from everyone else.. hoping he could save it for Bonzo. 


Honestly, Simon's laugh only made his own laugh worse, and he brushed his nose against the back of his hand 
as he calmed. Hey, at least he hadn't burped. Yet. When Simon said ‘excited’, what compelled Bonzo to look down 
at his own crotch subconsciously is beyond me. But he started to laugh after he did, managing to hand back 
the bottle before he didn't something on accident that risked the safety of the scotch inside. "M not 
/excited/" 


His eyes scanned the other curiously now as he settled down, clearing his throat. Watching Bonzo look down at 
himself, caused Simon to bristle with embarrassment. Thoughts ran through his head, before he rudged the 
other drummer slightly. "Well not yet.." Simon teased, poking Bonzo's belly. 


"Think if | drink enough, you'll turn into a bird?" He asked in a joking sort of way, but some part of his mind 
actually was curious. But then again, he /was/ getting drunk. But at least he wasn't /too/ bad when he was. He 
gazed at Simon with a half-grin on his lips, one hand in a pocket as the other dangled, his ankles crossed. 


"Maybe." Simon said, averting his gaze a little, before looking back to Bonzo. "Hopefully if | drink enough, you'll 
turn into a hot little lass.." He joked, taking the bottle of scotch from him, taking a long and slow sip, very 


deliberately. Of course it was on purpose, he was teasing the older drummer. 


Bonzo pushed himself off the wall, his eyes narrowed to form a curious gaze. "Hopefully.." He repeated back to 
him in a murmur with the faintest of buzzed slurs. He put his hands on the wall on either side of Simon, 
licking his lips in a brief manner as he watched him with a piercing gaze as he took that slow sip from the 
bottle. "Only you would hope that, Kirky," he mumbled, a slight smirk creeping into the corner of his lips, his 
eyes partly lidded. 


After finishing that sip, Simon kept his gaze locked on Bonzo's as he closed the bottle, and slid it back on the 
shelf. The drummer stirred slightly at the other male closing in on him, but kept his composure the best he 
could, and placed his hands on Bonzo's shoulders. "I tell ya’ what.. | like the /male/ vision of ya' better anyway, 
but hey. A female version is nice too." Simon replied with a shrug. He thought about adding to it, but the 
alcohol made the choice for him. The blonde leaned his face in close to the others, a sly smirk upon his lips. "I'd 


shag either one of ‘em.." 


"Careful," he warned suddenly, putting his index finger up to the other drummer's lips before his smirk grew 
into almost a grin. "Booze's th' only thing that tells ya what ya really want" His gaze drifted down lazily from 
the other's eyes to his lips as he tapped his finger against them once, before he looked back up at him. Now it 
was just a matter if he did something about it, or took another drink Both were pretty likely. 


Watching him, Simon stayed quiet, simply watching Bonzo. The drummer hummed softly as his gaze traveled to 
the others lips curiously. "Weren't /you/ th' one who got me into th' booze anyway?" He commented quietly, 
just enough for him to hear. Whether or not Simon was indirectly suggesting that Bonzo may have gotten him 
into alcohol due to wanting the blonde or not, it sure didn’t hurt to look at the possibility. 


"Don't ya like it anymore?" The brunet answered, taking his finger back and giving the other drummer his 
infamous pout, relatively thick eyebrows furrowing a bit. If he wasn't careful himself, he might fall right into 
the trap alcohol set - where he told the exact truth, and he probably wouldn't even remember. "Did |..2" He 


asked in an equally quiet voice, his gaze softening to that of someone experiencing amnesia 


‘Course | do!" Simon replied, staring directly at him. He didn't want to look weak around the older drummer. 
"There's another thing | like now too.." He added with a smirk, not letting go of Bonzo just yet. "An’ yeah... ya' 
did.. but | loved it." Simon finished, drawing closer, eyes narrowing slightly. If anything, he was /grateful/ for 


the other male getting him into alcohol, as weird as it sounds. 


He made a small noise, almost like a cross between a whimper and a small groan, as he looked down 
subconsciously. He looked up again when he sensed Simon leaning in closer, and Bonzo gave almost nothing more 
than a blank stare. His gaze was swimming, clouded with booze and a little something else just for Simon, the 
blinks of his eyes slow like his mind Regardless, he had just enough conscious left to know what he was doing 
when he leaned forward and almost dazedly crushed his lips against the blona's. 


Instinctively, Simon wrapped his arms around Bonzo's neck, pulling the other against him. The alcohol should 
have made him calmer, but he still felt that his nerves were shot. That only amplified when he kissed the 
other back just as forceful. Closing his eyes, Simon let out a long awaited groan, pressing up against him more, 
as if the first time he pulled him in wasn't enough. Well, in Simon's mind, it really wasn't, and he hadn't figured 


out why, but in reality.. did he honestly /need/ to know why? 


His one hand that was still on the wall eventually moved away from it to set its place on the blond's side, as 
did the other after a moment or two. His fingers messed with the edges of the other's shirt sluggishly, sort 
of tangling it with themselves. His kiss was slow and deep, like the kind someone gives their partner in the 
morning when they're both tired after a long night and that's all he wants to do. He groaned back then, his 
fingers moving down to the waist of Simon's pants, pulling him against himself with just enough force that it 


was obvious he wasn't /too/ far gone. 


Feeling that tug on the waist of his jeans, Simon followed the pull, tilting his hips up to the others. He could feel 
his sense of his surrounding dwindle. That was his own willingness. Kissing the other male back, Simon parted 
his lips, giving himself up to Bonzo, as if he hadn't done so already. His hands slid down the others chest then 
stomach, hovering dangerously lower. With a long groan, the blonde tilted his head, deepening the kiss 
somewhat, allowing his tongue to work itself into Bonzo's mouth. With everything that was happening, he was 
sure the other could feel his heart pounding against his ribcage. 


The drummer hummed appreciatively into the other's mouth when he felt his hands drift lower and lower. He 
shifted just a little in anticipation, the alcohol in his system making him rather impatient with the simplest of 
actions. Honestly, his senses were already numb, as he just focused on what was in front of him - god knows 
what would happen if he attempted to divide his attention. It was ironic that just a few drinks could render 
someone - a drummer, no less - unable to multitask. Instinctively, his Tongue glided over the blond's easily just 


as his fingers started to loosen the other's belt and jeans distractedly to get his hand down inside. 


With a moan, Simon tilted his head back, already feeling his jeans growing more and more uncomfortable. Bonzo 
sure knew how to treat a man, and they hadn't even gotten started yet. The other drummer's hands being so 
close to where they were, caused him to twitch slightly. Hell, Bonzo hadn't even gotten there yet, and already 
Simon was bristling. He pulled away for just a moment, smirking at Bonzo. "Keep /that/ up, an’ I'll be spent 
before ya know it." 


When the blond pulled away, he took that chance to bite his own bottom lip gently as he looked down, watching 
his own hands and tilting his head in an almost curious fashion. First he only looked up with his eyes, before he 
tilted his head up, still centimeters away from Simon's. "Did ya think you'd be in charge?" He asked in a low 


voice, his eyes partly lidded again as he kept a relatively serious expression 


With a smirk, Simon shook his head slowly in response, and pressed his hips up to meet Bonzo's. "Oh no no.. 
that's why /you're/ the one pressing /me/ against th’ wall." Simon drawled out, before crashing his lips 
against the older drummer's. His head was spinning, but the blonde ignored it. 


A smirk crawled on to the corrers of his lips just before the other drummer shut him up with another kiss. 
He hummed softly into his mouth as he tilted his head, his hand making that short journey into the other's 
jeans, squeezing whatever it could find that was worth teasing. His tongue hinted at wanting in to the other's 
mouth, and his free hand grasped Simon's hip. 


It wasn't like Si had never kissed a man before. In fact, he had kissed Paul many times before, but surely not 
to the extent, or perhaps the drive that he had with Bonzo. Now wasn't /this/ surely a sight to see? Maybe 
itd piss Paul off, but that wasn't why he was doing it. Feeling the other drummer's hands make their way 


down south brought a long moan from Simon, as he wrapped his arms around Bonzo's neck, deepening the kiss. 


Besides, was this really something no one had seen coming? It'd shock him if it was. He didn't think any of them 
were particularly saints, but that was a discussion for later. Much later. Head tilted to counter Simon's 
deepening of the kiss that little bit more, he tried to pull another one of those kinds of moans from Simon, 


eventually moving his hands past underwear so slowly grope. 


As Simon was quite aware, drummers truly /were/ good with their hands. Of all people, Bonzo was the one 
whom he'd known to have been the most handy. With that hand drifting down, Simon, yet again, let out that 
same moan, instinctively tilting his hips up to the others hand (how could he not?). His mind was in a blur, and 


his mind seemed to slow everything down. It was all so predictable.. but at the same time.. it wasn't. 


The brunet had pulled back from the kiss ever so slightly just before Simon gave that moan again, just so he 
could hear it better. Of course, he found himself wanting another one. Maybe he was just selfish like that. He 
let his fingers wrap around Simon's length without hardly any hesitation, his lips hovering just over the blond's 


as his gaze flickered over his face. He liked to see the expression he could get him to make. 


Now /that/ was what he'd wanted from the very start. Bonzo's touch was unlike anything else. Not to mention 
he'd been aching for it for the longest time too. That made the feeling a Hell of alot better. He assumed that 
Bonzo wanted to see his reaction, so he tilted his head back, letting out a long moan. The blond closed his eyes, 
simply enjoying that hand wrapped around him. 


"Happy Valentine's Day, Kirky.." 


